redoubled her efforts to get hold of the cage a blow on the
jaw made her drop it and sent her reeling against the sink.
He set the cage on the table and returning to his wife struck
her again and knocked her down. Josy, now lay prostrate,
bleeding from the nose and shrieking. Her dressing gown
was wide open and the pink nightdress exposed the withered
body with its protuberances of flaccid flesh. Her face, now
flecked with the blood that was oozing from her nose,
contracted in a grimace of rage and pain. He kicked her
until her shrieks dwindled into whimpers. Then he returned
to the white mouse, whistled softly on two notes, and tapped
his fingers on the bars. The animal seemed to accept his
advances with new eagerness and an air of gratitude.
Although now accustomed to the little creature, its paws
and tail still faintly repelled him and the notion of touching
them sent a quiver over his skin. None the less, he braced
himself to open the door of the cage and slip his hand
inside. The white mouse recoiled slightly but did not appear
alarmed. His heart throbbing, Lolivier cautiously advanced
his hand. Mastering his agitation he finally touched the head
and back of the little creature, which allowed him to stroke
it with his finger. Josy's kmentations had ceased. He
turned, and saw her crawling towards the pointed tool which
had so nearly served as an instrument of torture. Closing the
cage again he launched a kick at her ribs, which produced
another shriek, and replaced the bradawl in the kitchen-
table drawer.

c Etienne,' she said in broken tones. f I'm dying :
I forgive you.'

By way of response, Lolivier gripped her by one arm,
dragged her to her feet, and pushed her in front of him into
the bedroom. Before getting into bed, she was seized with an
access of emotion and flung her arms round his neck.

c Etienne, darling, this is dreadful. We have been married
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